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To live these poor last hours of mine alive

At peace among my friends ?   I have much to do,

And little time wherein to do it is left.

Shrewsbury (to Kent aparf). I pray she may not

mean worse than I would
Against herself ere morning.

Kent                                Let not then

This French knave's drugs come near her, nor him-
self:
We will take order for it.

Shrewsbury.                  Nay, this were but

To exasperate more her thwarted heart, and make
Despair more desperate than itself.   Pray God
She be not minded to compel us put
Force at the last upon her of men's hands
To hale her violently to death, and make
Judgment look foul and fierce as murder's face
With stain of strife and passion,
\Exeunt all but MARY STUART and MARY BEATON.

Mary Stuart.                          So, my friend,

The last of all our Maries are you left
To-morrow.   Strange has been my life, and now
Strange looks my death upon me: yet, albeit
Nor the hour nor manner of it be mine to choose,
Ours is it yet, and all men's in the world,
To make death welcome in what wise we will
Bid you toy chaplain, though he see me not,
Watch through the night and pray for me: perchance,
When ere the sundawn they shall bring me forth,
I may behold him, and upon my knees